
of Richard chethrid. 

Vncharitably with me haue you dealt, 

And (barncfully by you my hopes arc butchcrd, 

My charitieis outrage, life my flume, 

And in my lliamc ftillliue my forrowcs rage. 

Buck- Haue done, 

Q'Afary O princely Buckingham,! will kiffe thy hand. 

In figne of league and amitic with thee: 

Now fairc befall thee, and thy princely houfc, 

Thy garments are not (potted with our bloud, 

. Nor thou within the eompaffc of my curfe. 

Buck, Nor no one here, f or curfes neuer paflc 
The lips ofthofe that breath theAi in theayre. 

6 )^ M. He not beleeuc but they afcend the skie. 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware ofyonderdog, 

Looke when he fawnes,he bites, and when he bites. 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not to do with him, beware of him : 

Sinne, death, and hell haue fet their marfces on him, 

And all their mimfters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth flic fay my Lord of Buckingham? 

Buck. Nothing that I refptd- my gracious Lord. 

QJWar. Whatdoeft thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
And foothe th e diuell that I vvarne thee from ? (fell* 

0 but remember this another day, 

When he (hall Pp' it thy very heart with forrow, 

And fay poore Margaret was a prophetdfc : 

Line each of you the fubiedts of his bate, 

And he to you, and ail of you to Gods. Exit. 

Haft. Myhairedoth ftandon end to hcare her curfcs. 

Rw. And Co doth mine, I wonder fheesatlibertie. 

Glo, I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother, 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

£>u. I neuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But ycu haueail the vantage ofthis wrong. 

1 was too hot to dofome body good, 

That is toocoldc in thinking ofitnow: 

Marry as for Clarence, he is well repaid, 

Cj He 


The Tragedie 

Thou haddeald meall thefe bitter names. 

21*. Why fo I did, but loo^t for no reply: 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo. 7“is done by me and ends in Margaret, 

2ft*. Thus haue you breathed your curfe againd your ’ 

J2jt. M Poore painted Qneene,vaine flouridi of mv for. 
J^uy llrewll thou fuger on that botlcd fpider-, ( tUnc; 

W no (e dead I y web in fnareth thee about? 

Foo!c,foole,thou whetda knife to kill thy felfe, 

Tiic time will come when thou (halt wiih for me, 

To he! pc thee curfe that poifoncd bunchbackt toadc, 

Haft Falfe boading woman, endthy frantikc curfe, 

Lead to thy harmc thou moue our patience. 

21* A/.Fo ule flume voon you, you haue oil mou’d mine. 
Jit. Were you. well ferifd you would beraughtyourduty, 
M. To leru; me well, you all lliould do medutie, 
Teacn me to beyour Queene,and you my fubeids; 

O.ferue me well, and teach your felues that dutie. 

Dor( Dffpute net with her, (he islunatique. 

2>U. M. Peace emitter Marquette, you arc malapert, 

Your fire-new flampe of honour is fcarcecurrant; 

O that your young nobil.tic eould iudge, 

W'vm t’were to loofe it and be mifcrablc? 

They that dand high, haue many blads to ihake them, 
ifthey fall they da(h themf.Jues to peeces. 

Glo. Good coun cil marry, learne it, learne it Marques. 
Dorf. It touchcth y ou ( my Lord ) as much as me. 

Glo. Yea, and much more, but I was borne fo high. 

Our aic ry buildeth in the Cedars top, 

And dallies with the windc, and feomesrhefunne. 

J&. M. And curncs the funne to fliadc, alas, alas, 

Witnes my funne,now in the /hade of death, 

Whofe bright purfliining bcamc$,rby doudie wrath, 

Hath in eternal! darkneile foulded vp : 

Youraierie buildeth in opr airiesneafti 
O God that feed it, do not luffcr it : 

As it was wonne with bloud, Jod be it Co. 

Buck, Haue done for flume if not for charitie. 

V rge neither cnaritic nor fharne to me 





